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incomplete it long remained. I wrote ringing poems
of encouragement to the Magyars ... to hold
out in their just fight against tyranny; I wrote a
long series of odes to King Oscar urging him to set
all trivial considerations aside, put himself undismayed
at the head of his army and march to the aid of our
brothers on the Slesvig frontier. . . . This did
not bring me, from my friends or those who were
not my friends, more than the ambiguous advantage
of being greeted by the former as a source of involun-
tary amusement, while the others regarded it as in
the highest degree inappropriate that a young man
in my subordinate position should busy himself with
things on which they themselves did not venture
to have an opinion. I owe it to the truth to add that
my behaviour in various ways did not justify any
great hope that society could reckon on my adding
to the civic virtues ; and I made enemies, by epigrams
and caricatures, of many who deserved better things
from me, and whose friendship I prized. On the
whole, while storms raged without, I found myself
on a war footing with the little society in which I
was placed, hemmed in by the conditions of life and
environment."1

But he was determined not to remain at drug-
mixing all his life; he set his heart on passing the
examen artium> which would open to him the gates of
the university and a career in medicine. And so,
burning assiduously the midnight oil, he worked
hard to acquire the necessary knowledge. In prepara-
tion for the examination in Latin, he was obliged to
study Sallust's account of the Catilinarian conspiracy,
and Cicero's orations against Catiline; and the idea
suddenly occurred to him that Catiline would make an
excellent hero for a tragedy. So he set to work.
The drama, like his studies, was necessarily the labour
of the night hours, a reason, he humorously suggests,

1 Preface to the second edition of Catitina (Catitina. Drama i tre akter,
anden og gennemarbejdet udgave. Kobenhavn, 1875, PP- 5"6)-